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but if we compare it with tin* immensity of space in which it is suspended
like a bubble or balloon in the air, it is infinitely less, in proportion, than
the smallest #ram of sand Ls to tin* si*e of the world, or the finest particle
of dew to the whole ocean, and is therefore but small; and, as will he
hereafter shown, is only one of a system of worlds, of which the universal
creation is composed.
It is not difficult to gain some faint idea of the immensity of space in
which this and all the other worlds arc suspended, if we follow a progres-
sion of ideas. When we think nf the sue or dimensions of a room, our
ideas limit themselves to the walls, and there they stop; but when our
eye, or our imagination darts into space, that is, when it looks upwards
into what we call the open air, we cannot conceive any walls or ixnnularies
it can have; and if for the sake of resting our ideas, we sup{>ose a hoimd*
ary, the question immediately renews itself, ami asks, what is beyond
that boundary? and in the same manner, what beyond the next Innindary?
and so on till the fatigued imagination returns and says, there is no end.
Certainly, then, the Creator wits not pent for room, when hi* made this
world no larger th*ui it is; and we haw to seek the reason in something
else.
If we take a survey of our own world, or rather of this, of which the
Creator hits tfiven us the use, as our |>orti<m in the immense system of
Creation, we find every part (if it, the earth, the waters,, and the air that
surrounds it, filled, and, as it were, crowded with life, down from the
largest animals that we know of to the smallest insects the naked eye can
behold^ and from thence to others still smaller, and totally invisible with-
out the assistance of the microscope. Every tree, every plant, every leaf,
serves not only as an habitation, but as a world to some numerous race,
till animal existence becomes so exceedingly refined, that t\he efiluvia of
a blade of #rass would be food for thousands.
Since then no part of our earth Js left unoccupied, why is it to be sup-
posed that the immensity of space is a naked void, lyinj* in eternal waste?
There is room for millions of worlds as lar^e or larger than ours, and
each of them millions of miles apart from each other,
Having now arrived at this point, if we carry our ideas only one
thought further, we shall see, perhaps, the true rmson, at least a very
good reason, for our happiness, why the Creator, instead of making one
immense world, extending over an immense quantity of SJXMX*, has pre-
ferred dividing that quantity of matter into several distinct ami separate
worlds, which we call planets, of which our earth Ls one. But before I
explain my ideas upon this subject, it is necessary (not for the snke of